KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

birthday.   How he had polished it every day with hi
grubby handkerchief, until it shone and shone again! H<
had never been able to make up his mind to spend it.
Like a little sun it was. Lovely. Bright. Beautiful. Would
it suffice to pay for his railway fare?  Often and often he
had travelled by train!   Yet never had it entered his
head to inquire how much a journey cost.   For the first
time in his short life he was up against reality.   Things
he had taken for granted apparently possessed a value of
their own and could not be had for the asking.   They
needed to be paid for in hard cash. A short hour ago he
thought himself so wonderfully clever, knowing all there
was to know. But there were hundreds of problems and
secrets that were a sealed book to him.   He realized his
shortcomings now.    More and more did the sense of
humiliation master him as he made his way to the
station. Often and often he had dreamed of setting forth
into the world to win his laurels, to become an emperor,
a king, a famous soldier, a poet. Now that he had finally
realized part of this dream, he felt exceeding small, and,
as he fixed his eyes on the station building, his mind was
wholly preoccupied with the question: "Shall I have
enough to pay for my ticket?"   The shining rails ran
away into the infinite; not a soul could be seen on the
platform or in the waiting-room.   Edgar tiptoed up to
the ticket office and asked softly and modestly how
much it cost to go to Baden.   A pair of surprised eyes
looked through the little hole, and smiled not unkindly
at the timid youngster.

"Half fare, or a whole?"

"Whole," stammered Edgar, every atom of conceit
punched out of him.

"Six crowns."

"Please give me a ticket."

He shoved the shining treasure across the diminutive
counter, picked up the ticket and change.  The piece oi
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